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in PmMritn is more fascinating and also
illuminating than tho author's description of his own
for Nature. " I, had, in my little clay pitcher,
fyos it wore, of Words worth's reverence, Shelley's
oHH, Tunior'H accuracy, all in one. A snow-
drop wan to mo, as to Wordsworth, part of the Sermon
on the Mount; but I never should have written sonnets
to tho celandine, because it is of coarse yellow and
imperfect form. With Shelley, I loved blue sky and
blue oyos, but never in tho least confused the heavens
with my own little 'Psycludiou. ... I did not weary
inyHolf in wishing that a daisy could see the beauty
of its shadow, but in trying to draw the shadow
rightly myself."

" Nobody," he Bays in 1839," cared for Turner but
tho rotirod, coachnmkcr of Tottenham and I." I can
only nay, for myself, that in tho earliest forties I had
boon trained by my father to admire Turner, and nsed
to bo takou every May to admire them in Trafalgar
Square, One of the paradoxes of Buskin's mind is
tho indifference he felt towards Italy and Italian art
as a youth. Ho was taken to .Florence and Borne from
Oxford in 1840, in his twenty-second year; and he
says, quite truly, that lie was " in total ignorance of
what early Christian art meant77 lie felt " grievous
disappointment7? in Florence; all sacred art was " a
more xoro"; and the Tribune of the U&zi "an
unbecoming medley, got together by people who
knew nothing, and cared loss than nothing, about the
arts." As they reached Home the Calvinist parents
olworvod with triumph that the " nearer to Borne the
road got worse." The "Forum, St. Peter's, the Coliseum,
tho Capitol, were all equally "uninteresting.77 Thebody's money.
